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CHAPTER  IV.

I HAD arrived at Florence in a feeble and shattered state of
health, of which, as I had never been an habitual invalid, I
thought little. My confidence in my energy had never
deserted me. Composition, however, although 1 now wrote
with facility, proved a greater effort than I had anticipated.
The desire I felt of completing my purpose had success-
fully sustained me throughout, but, during its progress, I
was too often conscious of an occasional but increasing
languor, which perplexed and alarmed me. Perfect as
might be my conception of my task, and easy as I ever
found its execution when I was excited, I invariably ex-
perienced, at the commencement, a feeling of inertneSvS,
which was painful and mortifying. As I did not dream of
physical inability, I began to apprehend that, however de-
lightful might be the process of meditation, that of execu-
tion was less delicious. Sometimes I even for a moment
feared that there might be a lurkiiig weakness in my
nature, which might prevent me from ever effecting a
great performance.

I remember one evening as I was meditating in my
chamber, my watch lying on the table, and the hour nine,
I felt, as I fancied, disturbed by the increased sound of
that instrument, I moved it to the other side of the table,
but the sound increased, and, assured that it was not
occasioned by the supposed cause, and greatly disturbed,
I rang for Lausanne, and mentioned the inconvenience.
Lausanne persisted in hearing nothing, bat, as the sound
became even more audible, and as I now believed that
some reptile might be in the room, he examined it in all
parts. Nothing was perceived ; the hum grew loudoi1, and